PUEFACE.

my wanderings. Those who have had an early
10v0 of classic, literature, and a veneration for
all that illustrates it, can alone tell what are the
feelings excited by a first view of objects in
nature which were before known to us only in
books. The elegant poetry of Lord Byron is
full of them,-, ".and though it belongs only to a
genius like his to express those feelings well,
yet men of humbler talents may and do expe-
rience them with equal force.
From the moment of my passing within the
portals of Calp6 and Abyla, and seeing those
pillars of Hercules recede behind my vessel,
Egypt, Greece, Phoenicia, Palestine, Italy, and
Mauritania, all opened upon my view at once.
The desire of visiting them I had always felt :
this desire was now nurtured into hope, and
from that moment I constantly believed, that
I should tread most of the scenes which I have
since trodden, and behold with delight the
objects which I had so long contemplated with
admiration.
;>ft was BOW that I applied myself, with more
than common ardour, to the reading of every
book within my reach that was likely to extend
my knowledge of the interesting countries by
which I was on all sides surrounded ; and, un-
favourable as the incessant duties, and the hardy
life of a sailor are to such studies^ every moment